the door and begged me for God's sake to go to the
priests of St Peter's and ask one of them to call as if by
chance. I did so, but they hesitated for some time and I
had the greatest difficulty in persuading one of these
unchristian fathers to do as I asked. I then went as
quickly as I could to my mother, who was anxiously
expecting me. By this time it was quite dark. My poor
mother was terribly shocked. I persuaded her to go for
the night to the late Mr Hofer's eldest daughter and then
ran back as quick as I could to my inconsolable sister.

I found Sussmayr sitting by Mozart's bed. The famous
Requiem was lying on the counterpane and Mozart was
explaining to Sussmayr how he wished him to complete
it after his death. . . . Closset, the doctor, was sought in
vain and was at last found at the theatre; but he waited
till the end of the play. When he came, he ordered cold
compresses for Mozart's burning head and this gave him
such a shock that he died without recovering consciousness.

The kst movement of his lips was an attempt to tell
where the kettledrums should be used in his Requiem.
I think I still hear the sound.

SOPHIE WEBER, 1825

ROUSSEAU ON RAMEAU
The sky is represented by certain bluish rags hung on
rods or ropes like a washing-line.... The chariots of gods
and goddesses consist of a framework of four timbers
suspended, like a swing, from a stout rope: between these
timbers is a cross-plank upon which the deity sits, and in
front hangs a piece of daubed canvas which serves as a
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